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SUB SILENTIO.

BY MARY L. RITTER.

Hush! the night is calm and quiet,?
Aud the moon haugs low;
Silenoce and o hath power,
And mwrh wind 'nndm slow,
« Throogh the casement where the curtain
Faintly rustles to and fro.

» mpirit softly vighing,
‘-‘.!‘Bu -:lll the ?h:?m:mé.
Whaeretbe dim lamp, fading, dy
Junt dispels the gloom profoun
above two happy dreawers,
By love's perfeot promise erown'd.

Even the gates of slumber,
To the shadow land of rest, .
He still hir love songht-trossure

Closely, ¥ to his £
With the akdor of a

Long denied snd long repressed.
Withhis still warm with kisses,

Clabe | s his own,

And sbe gases at bim thioking,
e
of th glory, f
l{-.bd with many doubts and fears,
Over love's frall bridge of rainbows,
Fading in a mist of tears.

Then she nesties still more closely

To the beart #0 kind and dear,
w g “love me, love me, darling,
All my hope and rest is bore,

And without thee, exrth is nothing
Dot & desert cold and drear.

“0b, that every night my slumbers
Might be so pu ely blest,
Bounded by thy ewhraces,
Kiseod from passion into rest;
I would ask no better heayen,
= _ Bhaltered thes and thus cxressed.”

Fao thewm geatly, odorous south wind,
And be gone on pi fleet,
Neothing in thy nightly journey.
Ehall thy wandering vision groet,
Half ae perfect in fuifiliment,
Estistying and complote. :
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MARIA SAXONBURY.

—_— -

BY MRS. HENRY \POOD..

AUTHOR OF “EAST LYNSE," “VERNER'S PRIDE,’
SR MYSTEXY,” “THE BAKL's KEIRS,”
Wk CHASKINGS, A LIFK'S
srcmer,”™ de., ke

CHAPTER X —Coscrupen.

Mr. Janson departed. Mrs Yorke re-
mained in the boy's chamber, but quitted
it for her own at the u-ual hour for retir-
ing. Before she had begun to undress,
her husband followed ber to the room,
igcked the door, and put the key in bis
prcket.  Maria was surpriced: they never
slept with the door locked.

“Why have you done that!” she as=ked.

“Becaunse | choose to do it. You cap't
eail out of the room now, with your
tragedy mir, and refuse to hear me. Now,
Mrs #wke. who coneocted this moon~
light walk to~cight? How far did your
love~making go n it? 1 swill know!™

Mrs. Yorke did glance at the door, for
it had become a custom with her to leave
ler busband to himsell when the durk,
jeslous mood wason hLim, but she knew
that she glanced in vain, She was caged.

“] will not bear it,” she said bursting
into tears. “why do you treat me so!
If thwe is to continue, I will summon
Lady Baxonbury bere, and have a sepa-
ration srranged. 1 have been to you s
true and faithiul wife; you know [ have:
what mania has come upon you that you
should level these repreaches al me?”

“You have: 1 give you credit for it. [
never doubted you until we eame here,
nnd you resewed your intimacy and
friendship with your old lover.

“He was no lover of mine,” she replied,
disdaining not to use evasion in such acase.
“Were you not both belore me in those
old daye, you and “he, and | chose you.
Which was the most favored?™

“Janson,” coolly repested Mr. Yorke

“He was not. You speak io the fuce
of fncts, Arthur. 1 married you™

“Loving him. But 1 was rich, and he
was poor. Do you remember your last
purting with him, the evening he returned
from thatabsurd voyage, where I wish he
bhad been wrecked?’

“What p-nil:ﬁf' rejoined Maria; but
her cheeks burned and {ner voice faltered

“What parting! Shall 1 repest it
though you know every word better than
1' Ay, you do! When you told him,
with tears, and wails a sobs, that
you were miserable, for you bad bound
yourself to marry me, and you loved him:
when you Iay passively in his arms, and
welcomed his embrace, with a welcome
you had never given to mine! | speak of
that parfing. witnessed iL"

Maria breathed hurriedly, Bhe could
not k.

*¥ ou did not deceive me, Maria, though

you thought you did, for 1 buried
my injuries within me. Had 1 not loved
you 80 ionately, I should have lefi

you o him: aund koew that you pro-
nounced yonr marriage vows to me with
Janson’s kieses not cold upon your lips.”

She raised her head s if 1o speak but
po words came.

“It was not & pleasant knowledge for
me, your brid m; but I never visited
it upon you. You are aware | never did,
Maris; my love for you was too great. 1
bave loved you,"” bis tone changing to
softness, “with a love passing that- of
man. I was forbearing, and never visit~
ed it upon you, save by deeper and deeper
tenderness: 1 forced myself to think of it
as picce of girlish folly, and I was begins
ii‘nrw forget: 1 had nesrly forgtten it,

in, when we came here”

“And 8o had [ forgotten it,” she spoke
up, abruptly; “forgotten Janson, and all
connected with him. T live but for my
children, for you, for my own natursl ties
snd interests, and I never shall live for
anything else. Janson! what is he to me
now? For shame, Mr. Yorke! I am an
English gestlewomany your wife and your
children’s mother,”

“We bave been here . month—more.
Nota day, from the first afternoon we
came, but he has been bere, in your so-
ciety. Bometimes twice a day.”

*“Could I help that? Circumsiances
have compelled it. The child cannot be
left without medical attendance. You are
frequently at home when Mr. Janson
comes, and you know that his visits are
limited to the child He rarely acrepts
the offer of sitting down with us, even for
a minute, whether you arc here, or wheth-
¢r you are away."”
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“And this night! for yon to have walked
bhome with him is the moonlight, resting
on his arm; you and e, of all people in
the worldl And I following on your steps
later, picturing what that walk had been to
you both, in my jealons torment! Maria, I
was mad this night as | came slong, if

ful that I d# not meet him, for I might
have sprung upon him in my anger."”
“For shame Arthur! again I say it,” she
reiterated, indignation rendering ber
epeech firm. *‘I have never forgotten,
by word or look, my own seli-respect,
gince this 6ur meeting with Mr. Janson.
Neither bas he. I have been to hifb ns
youg wife, a8 my ohildren's mother, secure
in my position; and he has
to you, the plain family attendant. Do
you doubt mestill! Will you shate me
swear 10 it? J can. Arthur, Arthur! 1
thiok you ar¢ mad.  Let us leave- this
place if your maniais lo continue, and go
where we cam get other medical advices”
Was Mr, Yorke mad? He was certain-
Iy unbinged. He fell into a storm of sobs
and tears, and cluping his wife to bim,
reiterated how passionately he-loved her.
Maria grew alarmed. She bhad never
seen him like thie. Hesentment for his
ndless suspicion would have prompted
er to turn scornfully from him: but she
did not dare. Bhe only repeated, in as
conciliatory & tove as she could bring her
angry mind to allow, that she bad vo un-
-oniy thought connected with Mr. Jan-
son. And she spoke truth.
He seemed to believe her. He did be~
lieve her. A better spirit came over him;
and in the moruing, when Mr. Janson
paid his visit to the child, Mr. Yorke
spoke cordially to to him, and offered him
his band, & mark of favor he had never
condescended to vouchsale before.
But who can put away at will the
ngs of jenlousy? There is not an earth-
rr. passion that is less under control, As
the days went on, it returned i full
force to the unhappy Mr. Yorke, throw-
ing its own jaundice over his sight and
hearing The mpst innocent movement
of his wife or Mr. Janson, wore to him
but one interpretation; the common
courtesy of hand-shaking would excite
him aimost past repression. He said
nothing more to his wite: he watéhed; and
though he saw no taogible thing thateven
jealousy could take hold of, he grew only
the mare convineed that they were play~
ing & part o deceive and blind him. If
you ever felt the absurd passion of jeal-
ousy in its extreme force, you will under~
stand and recognize Mr. Yorke's self-tor-
ments. They really did border on insan-
ity.

.CHAFTER XL

LOST IN THE FOG.

The child grew better: he was getting
well, and . Junsun's visits were now
paid but occasionally. At length the
day came that he took his leave, His task
was done, he good-humoredly observed,
for Master Leo was upon his legs again.
Mre Yorke mentioned this to her hus-
band in the evening, as an indifferent top-
io of conversation; glad, no doubt, for the
sake of peace, to be able to do it.

“Left for good, has he?" repeated
Mr. Yorke.
“Yes. I requesied him to cend in his

account”
This was on Monday. The next day,
Tuesday, Mr. Yorke went out for a whole
day's shooting, a thing he had not yet
done. True, he had gone out shooting,
seversl times since the season came in,
bat only by fits and starts. Out for an
hour or two, and back home again; ount
again for another bour, and back again.
Maria undersiood it all, and thoroughly
despised him in her indignant heart. But
on Tuesday he went out in the morning,
and came home at night, just in time for
dinner. He was in good spirits, talked
leasantly with his wife and played with
opold. Wednesday was spent in pre-
cisely the same way, and on Thursday be
also went out with his gun as soon as
breakfast was over. On this day a Miss
Hardisty, a relative of Mrs, Yorke's, ar-
rived on & visit somewhat unexpectedly,
for they had not looked for her for a day
or two. A hard«featured maiden she, of
some five~and~forty years,
The afternoon of Thursday tarned out
wreichedly. It did not rain, but a dense
fog, or sort of Secotch mist, overhung the
atmosphere. Offord could remember noth-
ing like it. Twilight set in, and Mra
Yorke stirred her good fire into a roaring
blaze, and wondered where her hushand
was. Her guest, fatigued with her rail-
way journey, was in her chamber, lying
down, and had requested not 10 be called
until tea-time.
“Oh, here he is,” cried Maria, as an
indistinct form passed the window, *I
wonder how many he has bagged? He
will be g.lrpr'med to hear that Olivia is
cone.
“‘Mr. Janson," said a servant, opening
the door.

Mr. Janson entered, And as Le took
his seat, inquired after Leo,pold.
“He remmnd quite well,” replied Mrs
Yorke. “l1 thought I understood you,
lsst Monday, that you should not come
agnin 1o him,” she added, feeling uncom-
fortable lest her husband should return
bhome and find him there—after baving

stated that hiz attendance had ceased.

“This is not a professional visit,” said
Mr. Janson. “l have been to see Lady
Rich, and thought I would call iu as
passed your house (o say, ‘How d've do?
and hearthat Leopold continued all right.
What a strange fog it is!"

“Thack you,” avewered Mrs. Yorke,
in & rather constrained manner. For
when jealous suspicions, entirely unfound-
ed, are entertained by a husband, they
must and do make the manners of the
best woman constrained and embarrassed

Mr. Janson drew his chair near to Mrs,
Yorke's, not to be nearer her, but to en-
joy the geminl blaze of the firee Unfor-
tunsately e had no idea of Mr. Yorke's
fears; he only thought him an abrupt,
haughty, uncertain man, different from
what he used to be, When Maria Sax-
onbury became Mr, Yorke's wife, Mr,
Janson had put her from his mind, as it
was right to Mre. Yorke rose toring
the bell. **You shall see Leopold,” she
said.

“Not yet; let me speak a word to you,
pray sit down agsin,” said Mr Janson,
interrupting her movement. *I want to
consult some one, and I have—as you
must know—a very high opinion of your
discerament and good sense, s0 1 wish to
ask vour advice. 1 shall value it more
than that of any one else. You know
Mise Maskell?"

ever manwas; and Janson may'be thank.-!

to me asy| ®8 you might il you were oalg

“Yes. I have seen much of her since
we came dieref”’ replied Mrs. Yorke.

“Do you think she would make a good
wife? 4

“I think her a very am iable, nice'girl,

nite & lady." Yes; [ am sure she would.
ho is going to marry her?"

“J don't know yet whether any one is,”
hesanswered with a smile, “But—peo-
ple tell me I must marry, or lese m
[::Iotiee, for my pafitnts say they will

ve 8 family man to attend them, not a

helor. So I have been lpoking sound
about me and begin to think ‘that Lucy

Maskill*would be suitable.”
. “Oh, Mr. Jan-

Mre Yorke laughed
son! How cooly g;.oq

peak!_As goolly

to
take on & mew surgery'bop. Thése-af-
fairs should slwaye bg eased round with
romange,"** >

He shook his head. *Romance died
out for me years ago.'” _Eor one moment
their eyes met; perhaps unwittingly’ and
then both looked determinedly at the fire
sgain,

“1like Luc{lﬁskill much,” heresumed;
“go far as liking goes. And—I believe”
—n smile hovered on his lips—*“that she
likes me."

“‘Let it take place, then, Mr, Janson,
And [ earnestly hope you will be happy.
Believe me, you both shall have my best
gvmym and wishes for it was Mra

orke's answer. She was pleased that
Mr. Janson was going to be happy at last,
for ehe knew that she had once tried his
heart severely. In the earnesiness of her
content, she put her hand into his, as she
spoke—put it as & single-hearted, honest
woman would. And Mr, Janson clasped
it, and leaned over towards her and
thanked Ler kindly,

What dark shadow was that outside
the window, with its face pressed agaiost
the pane? A face whose expression just
then, was as the face of a demon, whose
eyes glared, and whose teeth glistened.
They saw it not; but as their hands met,
and Mr. Janson l;n?’ed nearer to hils clon:'nf
panion, & noise, half sav wl, ha!
s::riek of defiance, eaca.pedqigte. ghocy beard
that.

“What is that sound?”’ exclaimed Mra
Yorke, turning towards the window.
Nothing was there then,

“Somebody in the road come to grief
in the fog" suggested Mr, Janson. “Or
a night-bird, probably. Shall I see Leo-
pold now?'™

Mr=, Yorke opened the room door and
called to the child, who came ranning
in. Then Mr. Janson left *I hope 1
shall get home,” said he jokingly.

Maria kept Leopold with her, and the
time passed more ewifily than ehe thcught.
By-and-by, one of the servants came in
to know if lie should serve dinuer.

“Why, what time is it?” inquired his
mistress.

“Ever so much past six, ma'am.”

“I had oo idea it wasso late.”’

“It was striking five when Mr. Janson
left,” said the man.

Mra. Yorke chose to wait; but when it
grew near seven, she ordered the dinmner
to be served. She thought her husband
had stopped to dine with some sporting
acquainianece, or had loat his way in the
fog. Scarcely had she sat down to it
when she heard him enter, and go straight
up stairs; his step, as she fancied unusu-
ally quiet.

“What can he want there without a
candle?” ehe wondered. Perhaps he
thinka he can wash his handsin the dark,
and would not wait for one.”’

“Marin,” culled out Mr. Yorke, his
lond tones echoing through the house,
She rose and went to the door, *Yes.”
“Bring me up a light, will you? Briog
it yourself.”

“What fad now?” thought Mrs. Yorke,
“J take it up!” But she lighted a cham-
ber candle, and went up stairs with it, the
servants, who were waiting at the table,
wondering. Her husband was standing
inside their bedroom door, which was all
but cloged: nothing to be seen of him buat
bis one hand stretched out for the light?
“Where have you been so late? Did the
fog cause you to miss your way?”

oﬁ;le did not reply, only took the light
from her. Bhe poshed the door, wishing
to enter, but it resisted her efforts, “Let
me come in,” she said; 1 have some news
for you. Olivia Hardisty’s come."

Not & word of reply was vouchsafed to
ber. Oualy the door banged to in he: face,
and the key of it turned.

“He is sulky in,”” thought Maria.
“How fortunate he did not happen to
come home while Mr. Janson was here!
Make haste” ghe condescended to call
out, a8 she retreated, “1 have begun din~
ner.

Mr. Yorke soon came down, dressed.
A mark of attestion given to Miss Har-
disty, Maria supposed; or, so late as that,
he would scarcely have troubled to dress.
He did not speak, and did not eat; but he
drank freely, Heseemed also to have been
drinking previously. A failing be was not
given to.

“] asked you why you were so late,”
said Mana.

“ You answered yourself,” was the re~
ply—"That I lost my way. The fog was
dense,”

“The fog seems to have taken away
your appetite; ‘and to have made you
thirsty.'

“Luncheon did both., The meat was
salt.”

“Where did vou take luncheon?"”’

AL Bqure Hipgrave's.”

“IHave you had good sport?"”

“Middling. Who can shoot in a fog?"

“"You have brought vo birds home?”

“f left them at Hipgrave's.”

“Pheasants, | suppose.

“Yes I wieh youn wonld not keep up
this running fire of guestions, Maria.
My hiead aches’

Mrs, Yorke ceased, and eat her dinner,
As the cloth was being removed, her
gucst came in. Also Leopold. Mr
Yorke was compelled to exert himself a
little then, but he had partaken Loo freely
of wine, and Mra. Yorke was vexed, for
she believed it must be apparent to Miss
Iardisty.

“How well Leopold looks, considering
his long illness!"” remarked Miss Hardis-
ty.

“He is wonderful,” said Mrs. Yorke.
“You would not think, to see him now,
that he bad been so very ifl"

“Papa,” cried Leopold, “Mr. Janson
enys [ am got well soon because I was
good, and teok the physic without cry-
ing."”

“Aht” said Mr. Yorke; “when did he
=ny that?"

*To-night, when he was here with
mumma, and they called me m."”

{ inguire how

Mr. Yorke turned his eves upon hir

wife, fix steadily, “Was Janson
here mﬂ%’
“*This alternoon, between four and five.

It seemed like night, it waa so dark,” she
answered, equably,~but in spite of her-
self she could not prevest a vivid flash
risifg to her cheeks. .

_ “You told me be had given over com-

mE" .
As he bRd. 1 remarked to hifn that
I uriderstood him tosay ap, and he replied
that he did not call w-day professionally
but just dropped in a8 he was passing, to
i opold continued. He told
yme a little bit of news, too, about him-
eelf” added l!klrin }to lml' husband, af-
fecting to ily, "I will repeat it
to yea by and by

When the child’s bed time arrived, in«
stead of Finch coming for him, it was
Charlotte. )

“Where's Finch?”' Jomanded Mra
Yorke

“She’s_gone as far as the village,
ma'am. Bge wanted to buy some ribbons
at the shop.”
“Why did she choose sugh a night as
this?" returned Mr. Ygrke. “How stupid
she must be! she will lose her way.”
“8he took a lantern, ma'm,” answered
Charlotte, ‘“sbe said she did not care
for fogs. She wont be long.”
Charlotte went off with Leopold, and
Miss Hardisty smiled. “Servants are

sadly wanting in common sense, many
of them."”
“1 sup Finch had previously fixed

on to-might to go out, and of course she
could not burglo disappaint herself, but
must go, fog or mo fog. It's just like
them.'
Mr, Yorke lay back in his easy-chair,
and seemed tosleep. His wife apologired
to Miss Hardisty, saying that he had had
a hard morning's shooting, and seemed
“‘done up.”

About nine o'clock Finch came burst-
ing into the room—her things on, just as
she had entered the house. She was pant-
ing for breath.

“O ma'am, I don't know how I've got
got home, what with the fog, and what
with the fright! There has been such an
awful murder!”

“Where?”' asked Mra. Yorke. :
“Close on the other side the village
Some thicves set upon a farmer’s son ridin
bome from market, and shot him, an
pulled him off his horse, and beat him
about the head till he died, and then ri-
fled his pockets of his watch, and money,
and then left him in a pool of blood,” ve-
hemently reiterated Finch, all in a breath.
“He was found aboul five o'clock, and the
village has been up in arms ever since.
Everybody's out of their houses."

Mr. Yorke sat boltupright in his chair.
Hia eye glittered npon Finch.

“A pretty tale!” said he to his wife and
Miss Hardisty, as Finch flew off to lml:art
the news to the household, “This is how
stories get exaggerated. There was no
horse in the affair, and no robbery, and
it was not a farmer’s son going bome from
the market,"” ol :

"Y:: eard of it, then?” exclaimed
Miss Hardisty.

“Yes,” was Mr, Yorke's reply

*“‘“And never 10 have told usl’ remon-
strated his wife, *“You say it was not o
farmer'sson. Do you know who it is?"
“Janson. Murdered in his own garden
as hle was going in. Just .inside the

gate.

CHAFPTER XII.

A PREMATURE DISCLOSURE.

Horror rose (o the countenance of Miss
Hardisty. It is natural it should so rise
when a woman hears of such a crime
committed in her vicinity. Buat what
was her look of horror, compared to that
overspreading the face of Mra Yorke?
A living, shrinking horror, which perva-
ded every line of her features, and turned
them to the hue of the grave.

Strangely tumultuous thoughts were at
work within her, flashing through her
brain in quick confusion. “Janson! who
2at by her side that afternoon! He mur-
dered! Who had done it?”

Mrs Yorke seemed incapable of re-
plying. Her husband spoke up volubly:—
“Janson wasthe villagesurgeon. You
heard Leo say he was here to-night. He
has been attending Leopold; but [
thought had ceased his visits. A fine
young fellow. Unmarried."

“Who ¢an have been so wicked as to
have murdered him?' wondered Miss
Hardisty.

“Ah! Who indeed!"

“How did you come to know it?” in-
terrupted Mrs. Yorke, lifting her white
face to her husband.

“Ill news travels fast, As I reached
howe to-night, some people were passing
the gate, apparently in excitement; 1 in-
quired what their trouble was, and they
told me. It was the gardener and his
wife, up nbove, returning home from the
village.”

“Finch said he was shot,” observed
Miss Hurdisty,

“He was not shot, Beaten to death,”

“Finch's account may be the correct
one, instead of the ganlener and his
wite's,” wanid Mrs, Yorkein a low tone.

“She sail he was robbed. Shot and
robbed.”

“He was not robbed, [ tell you, Maria,"
said Mr. Yorke. “Have it so, il you
like, Lhowever. Shot aod robbed, what
matters it?'

Mr. Yorke went to sleep in his chair
again, or appeared to go to sleep, and the
ladies conversed in an under tone, Maria
shivering visibly.

About half past ten, they were startled
by a sudden and violent knocking, which
came to the house door. Startled! Olivia
Hardisty, her mind and tongue full of
robbers and murders, gave vent to a faint
scream, and Mr. Yorke sprang up from
hiz chair with a start, as if he would
leave the room, halted in indecision, and
then sat down again. A deep silence sue-
ceaded, and agnin the knocking came,
louder than before. They heard a ser.
vaut hurry to nngwer it, they heard an
entrance and s sound of voices, and then
the fontman threw open their room door.

*“Master Henry Yorke.”

A tall fine lad, between fifteen and six-
teen, leaped into the room, scized Mrs,
Yorke, and gave he some kisses, and
then turned to shake uands with her hus.
band. He had not changed, save in
growth: he was random aod generous
as when he last saw him.

“If 1 don't believe that's Olivia Hardis-
ty!" cried he, holding out his hand to the
ludy. *“What brings you here?”

“I think I may ask what brings you
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here?” returned Miss Hardisty.

**‘Ahl Are yon not taken by surprise,
Maria?’ said he to Mrs. Yorke.

“Didn"t I knock! I thought you should
hear it was somebody. Did you think it
was the fire-engines?’

“Why did you not let us know you
were coming?”’

“How could I? My old tutor had news
this morning of his father'a death, and
went offf sol told mamma [ might as
well spend the few days’ holiday looking
you up. And awsy I came, without
waiting for her to say yes or no,”’

“Wgen is your portmanteau, Henry?”

“Didn’t bringany. She'll send some
shirta and things after me; sure to. What
a precious slow railroad atation yon have
got berel Not a carringe nor an omnibus
waiting, or any conveyance to be had for
love nor money. Mind, Maris, if I have
not brought enough tin for myself, you
must let me have some, and-write to
mamma to pay youback, 1 didn't stop
to ask for any, for fear she'd pufina
protest against my journeﬁ."

“How did you find our house?” asked
Mr. Yorke.

seemed all in a hubbub, and tipped a boy
with a torch, to show me, This is not
such a nice place as Saxonbury,” added
the Iad, casting his eyes around the room.
“It is very well for & change,” anid Mr.
Yorke. “I wanted some shooting and
tishing."
“There’s no nccounting for taste, said
the boy, nhmEginT hisshouldera “Maria,
you don't look well.”
“[ ghould wonder if any of us could
look well to-night,” interposed Olivia
Hardisty. “Your knocking nearly
frightened us to death, too. We had just
heard of such a dreadfal murder.”
“A murder! Where?’
“In the village. He lived quitein the
middle of it, did he not, Mr. Yorke?'
“Then that accounts for the row,” said
Henry, before Mr. Yorke could reply.
“The natives were standing about in
%roupe. trying who could talk the fastest.
thought they were taking observations
of the fog. In one place, at the corner of
a street or lane, they had mustered so

to get throngh. Who has been murdered,
Mr. Yorke? A poacher.”

“No. A doetor.”

“That's worse.”

“It is awful,” shivered Miss Hardisty.
“He has been attending Leo, Henry, and
was here only this afternoon.”

“He was; this very afternoon; and but
just before the deed was committed. It
was five a'clock, I think you said, Mrs.
Yorke, when Mr. Janson {eﬂ you."
“Janson! & doctor!" interrapted the
bov. *‘It was no relation toour Mr. Jan-
son, was it, Maria?’

“Your Mr. Janson? What do you
mean by vour Mr, Jauson," dem
Miss Hardisty.

“Oh, Maria knows. A Mr Janson we

was g youngster. Is it any relation?’
“It 15 the same man,” suid Mis. Yorke,
in & curious tone.
Henry Yorkesprang up from his chair,
and looked from his sister to Mr. Yorke
in dismay aod iveredulity.
“The same man! The same Mr. Jan~
son who took such eare of me on that
long voynge, when I went away in the
Rushing Water?" e
Mra. Yorke inclined her head. Yes,
he had settled here,” she said, in & low
tone.
Sorrow rendered Henry's ideas con~
fused. “Oh,1 wish I had seen him!
Why did von not write me word, Maria,
that I might bave come before die was
murdered."” )
“You stupid boy!" eried Olivia Hardis-
ty. “Could your sister tell he was going
to be mundered?”’
“Well, I do wish I had seen him. I
would bave gone all over the country to
meet Janson. He was the nicest fellow

in & hurry to answer her.

“You had better ask Maria,” retorted
Henry, speaking with the random
thoughtlessness of his age. “She'll tell
you he was, Why, it was a near tonch,
I kuow, whether she became Mre Janson
or Mrs. Yorke, Didn't she flirt away
with him, sir, before she {,mmind her-
self to you? She thought 1 wns only &
youngster and couldir't see; but 1 waa as
wide awake as she was. Dou't be cross,
Elizabeth."”

“You always were wide awake, Harry,”
drily responded Mr, Yorke

Olivis Hardisty, somewhat stunned and
bewildered with the vistainto past things
opening to her, unclosed her lips to speak;
but she thought better of it, and closed
them again. So! this wasthe Mr. Janson
she had beard of in past times, who had
loved, it was said, Maria Saxonbury, and
ghe him; whom Maria had rejected becanse
he was poor.

Henry talk:
of answering
until his supper came in. ) .

When they Petired for the night, Finch
waa waiting in Miss Hardisty’s room to
assist her to undress.  The two were old
friends, so o speak, for Finch had lived
at Saxonbury many years, maid to the first
Lady Saxonbury.

“] am glad you are come s00n, n:m‘um,"
began Finch., "I can do nothing but
think of that awiul murder. And that
sleepy Charlotte wonld go to bed and leave
me. She cares for nobody but herself "

“1 am pleased you did stop for me,”” re-
turned Miss Hardesty, *“for | feel nervous
to-night. A common murder, though
very distressing, does not affect the nerves
like such sn one as this. It must have
happened, Finch, immediately afer he
left here.”

# A ftor who left here?” asked Finch,
wondering what Miss Hardisty was talk-
ing of

“The doctor. Mr. Janson. Oh, 1 for-
got; you did not henr; you thought it was
a farmer’s gon who was murdered. But
it was not: it was Mr. Janson." °

“Mr, Janeon!" echoed Finch; “Mr, Jan-
son who was murdered! Who says so?”’

“Mr. Yorke. Hoe heard of the murder
aa he eame home to dinver.”

Finch collected ber ideas. *1 wonder
where master picked up that news,” she
said presently. “It's nothing 0|‘thc sort,
ma'am. [t wasa farmer's son going home
from market, on horseback, in leather

on, until they grew tired
im. Talked incesaantly

own garden, He was very positive ¥

“He always is positive,” retoried Fineh
“But it was no more Mr. Janson than it
was me, As il the village woull have
said it wans a fatmer's son, if it had been
Mr. Janson! Why, ma'nm, the man in
the shop, where I was, had been 1o see the
body, and he spoke particnlarly about the
breeches and boots. 1 dare say Mr. Jun-
son was fetched to the dead corp=e, and
that’s how his name got mixed np 1 it —
Mr. Janson, indeed! that would be o mis<
fortune.”

“So Henry Yorke seemed to think. He
was laiking of their fornier sequaintance
with him abroad. The nicest fellow go~
ing, he said."”

*Yes, everybody liked Mr. Janson —

xcept”

“Except what!" asked Miss Hardisty,
for Einﬂh had stopped.

“Except master, | was goi 8ny. —
Hebad up:ul'to be jealous E?Ef-apﬂa.
old times, and I think—at least,” added
the woman, more hesitatingly, I have
once or twice thought Istely whether he
is not jealous sgmin. *'s temper,
since we have been here, has been quite

make it 20, unless it's that™

“‘Dear me!” uttered Misa Hardisty;
“Mrs. Yorke would not give canse”——
“No,” indignantly interrupted Finch,
“‘she would not give cause for that, or for
any other wrong thing 1 don’t say that
she was right to encourage both Mr. Jan-
son and Mr. Yorke in the oldmn,u I
believe she did, and let each think she
might marry him; but, ma’am, young la-
dies will act so, just to show their power;
and her head was turned upside down with
her beauty. However, all that nonseuse
was put away when she married, and a
better wife nobody has ever had than Mra,
Yorke. And if master has got a jealous
crotchet in his head, he deserves to have
it shook out of him. Mr. Janson has
come here to attend Master Leo, but for
nothing else.”

“Did they ever meet afler Mrs. Yorke's
marrisge until now, when they met here?”
inguired Olivia Hardisty.

*'No, never. I asked my mistress once
—I think she bad been married about

Janson was, and she had no idea. [ don't
much like this place, ma'am, "added Finch,
musingly. “I shall be glad when we get
back home,"

“It seems searcely worth while my tell-
ing yoa now the news that Mr J’m
imparted to me,” observed Maria to her

"D:Ad! instead of—— [t is %0 very dread-
ful

“It is dreadful emough,” returned Mr,
Yorke.

. “He was going to be married,” she con~
tinved. “But, of course, it will not do for
us to -cresk of it abroad. after this shock-
ing en li:;_ He thought of marrying Miss
“And giving you up?”

The taunt sounded most unseasonable.

used to be intimate with abroad, when I | Maria, subdued by the events of the eve- from two to four feet des

ning, turned meekly to her husband., “Ar-
thur, let this unpleasantness end; it istime
it did,” she said, speaking firmly in her
honest truth. “We may both have some~
thing to forgive each other. I was fool-
ish, vain, careless in the old days; but I
solemnly declare in the presence of heave
en, in the presence, it may be said, of that
poor dead man, that never a thought has
i!::g:d from you since you becam® my
h nd. You have been bitter and an~
gry with me lately, but it has been with~
out cause; for not & wrong word, not o
look that you could mot approve, “has
between me and Mr. Janson. Seo
elp me heaven!"
Mr. Yorke was silent. He had gat
dq:m, and seemed to be looking at his
wHe.
“When be called here this evening to
ask after Leopold, he told me be thought
of marrying Lucy Maskell. 1 wished the
union God upea{from my very heart"
Siill Mr. Yorke did notspeak. Marin
into her dressing roomn. She had

oing."”
’ '-\E'as he?" asked Miss Hardisty, sp- [aidr he say.
I:;_ling to Mr. Yorke, who didn't seem to [Continued next week.]

FROM MINNESOTA.

A CORNCRACKER'S OPINION OF
THE EMPINE STATE OF THE
NORTIIWEST.

A REGION FREE FROM THE CURSE OF
THE LIQUOR TRAFFIC.

A MORAL PARADISE,

Special Correspondence of the Hemarn.
Worrmineron, Minn., Jan, 26,

T have just finished s perusal of the aec-

ond issue of your paper, and am forced to

aay that it is the spiciest journal that ever

b it light and good cheer into the lone-

Iy cabin of & bachelor frontiersman, and I

bespeak for it a life of honor and moral

usefulngss.

A NEW ““HUB OF CREXZTION."

Minnesota occupies the exact center of
the North American- continent. It lies
midway between the Atlanticand the Pa-
cific; midway between the Arctic and the
Tropic cireles; and midway between Hud~
son's Bay and the Gulf of Mexico. lts
name i8 derived from the Dakota [ndian
tongne, after its principal river, and signi-
fies "‘cloud colored,” or “‘sky tinted wa-
ter.” The name is peculiarly apt and ap~
propriste. The waler of the Minnesota,
contrasted with the dark, coffee-colored
food of the Mississippi, possesses that pe-
culiar tint of a slightly colorsd sky which
is compounded of many colors.

This ym portant region was almost whal-
ly unkaown to the Anglo-American long
after other sectiona of the country, far less
attractive, had been subjected to the refin-
ing influences of industry science, and re-
ligion. Indeed, until within the last iwen-
ty-tive years, tew sounds save those of wild
beasts and atill wilder men broke the still-
ness of the awlul solitude: the prairie, lake
and river were alike the pos-ession of the
“\'ﬂsﬂ..

A BIT OF WISTORY.

In 1851, in consequence of n treaty with
the Indians, the lands on the western side
of the Miasissippi were opened up for set-
{tlement. The tide of immigration was
now setting in with irresistible force. The

and prairie; the wharves were orowded and

b

emigrant wagon wended its way over bluf|

R R —
»hores of Massanchnsatian; and mivgled with
these were represenimiives [rommearly eve
vry conniry im Northern Earupe

"illnges sndidenly expacded info eities;
LOW s sprang D on walercounses; magnif-
went pehemes were formed for future ag-
grandizement; monev was abundant! and
excitement, speculation. nnd fortunema-
king were altaost the sole pirsnits of the
mhsses. Theo came the great finaneiml
ernsh of "3T. What n ehange! Speenia~
tion collnpsed; money disappeared; immi-
gration cease’k. In brief, it is difficult 10
exngzernte the extent and vital character
of this revulsion. Princely fortnneg van-
ished like shadowsy dreams ‘With men
rated among the wealthiest it was no#now
a question of meeting"maturing obliga~
tions or eom passing a chermhed scheme of
the future, but t‘:e more urgent one of
averting presant gtarvation from their fam<
ilies. Fast horses we

agp fortune-hunters songht tlf an

la to enrn an Donest livelihood. In

this respect the great misfortane of 5T
proved a blessing, The people, thus made

wiser, tarned iostinctively to the unreck~

“Oh,I got into the village, which |strange, sand I don’t know what should [oned wealth of the virgio soil, and their

labor has had its reward.
TOPOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION.

In Minnesota are tound neither the il~
limitable prairies which distingnisk Illi-
nois, nor the vast foresta of Kentucky aad
Ohio, in which the early settlers found iz
50 d:'lmnh 1o muo:snnza. but & charm-
ing alternation of w irie, upland
l:i meadow, characterize lz“mmpby
of this Buate. The general sarface of the
country is undulating, similar to the roll-
ing prairies of the adjoining States of lo
wa and Wiaconsin; with greater diversity,
::uly and pictares nwrk m, M’_m
soenery rippling o8, W i
waterfalls, hi‘g blrﬂ'-afd wooded rmrin;s'
THE LAKE FEATURE
The number, besuty and varving charm
of its lakes form & very marked feature
of the scenery of Minnesota. These love-
ly little sheets of water are found dotting
its surface in nearly every section of the
State, sparkling on the open prairie, hid-
den in the deptha of the primal forésts,

densely I had to administer some shoves | two years then—if she knew where My, |80d ghstening like gems of beauty among

the hills of the northeastern por
tion. They are from one to thirty miles
in diameter. Some of them are gircular
in form—others of an exceedingly irregu=
lar outline.

THE NATIONIAL COLONY.

Thia enterprise was founded in the

“What, the man that was murdered? | husband, when they were Jelt alone.— |, i:]l of 1872, by Dr. A. P. Miller, of the
L]

ol 0.) Btade, and Prof. F. R. Humis~
ton, of Cleveland, Ohio. The chief town,
Worthington, was laid out the year before
and a few houses erected. The National
Colony is located in Southwestern Minoe-
sota and Northwestern Towa. Itcompria-
es twelve townships in Nobles county,
Minn., and three and & balf townships in
Owceola county, Towa, the land being un-
dulating prairie, watered by Itl'!l-!:l‘.lld

lakes, and having a soil of ly loam

ere are
some fifty “lnkes™ (50 the Colony Cnn:-
oy would inform inquiring emi ta, but

in reality there are only six,) Okabena,
Ocheedn, Indian and Graham being the
priocipal,

WORTHINOTON

in the chief town, situated on West Oka-
bena lake, a benutiful sheet of water, hav-
ing & circamference of about seven.miles.
It is, withal, & charming site for s eity.—
At some points the gently sloping sward
is kissed by the sparkiing wavelets, while
at other places the water is deeply over-
shadowed by sbrupt biuffs of sandstove.
The principal buildings are the Okabena
Mills, erected at & cost of $50,000, havi
five run of stone; the Worthington H
built at a cost of $14,000; the Methodist
Block, costing $7,000. Worthingion has
a good graded school, with three depart-
ments, now in operation; and the Semina-
ry, which was compelled to suspend be-
canse of the grasshopper invasions, will be
resumed at an early day.

WHOLESALE TOTAL ABSTINENCE

Aside from the natural beauty of the
country, and the richnesa of the soil, the
National Colony is founded upon a strict-
Iy temperance busia. Not a drop of intox-
icating beverages are sold within its limitm,
being excluded by the charter. As are
sult, it has drawn together a class of so~
ber, industrious, intelligent and refined
ple. We are entirely free from the
“frontier ruffisnism’” which usually char-
acterizes western settlements, Here hun-
dreds of Christian men and women have
come to make their homes, that they may
bring up their sons and daughters entire-
ly free from the banefal influences of the
rum traffic.

THE GRATIFYING RESULT.

This important feature, together with
the umn\”w.nm of the loeation,
and healthfulness of the climate, has
brought to ]:::i.i wﬁy—whidl ﬁ:l;(l years
wasa eas wilderness—4,(00 peo~
ple, notwithatanding the fact that for the
past l.u'o_uuol ns the :;0 :::lbh.“ al-"
most entire oppera.
Last mn{bm . ’E‘I’lilﬁﬂlﬂh-
positing their eggs, and the prospects are
favorable for & sesson of unexampled
prosperity next summer.
CHANCE FOR A “‘srBe.”
If any of your stock-deslers desire to
make & “fine spec.” let them come in here
with some of the “bluegrass” stock next
fall. -
AN INVITATION AND WARNING,

To persons desiring new bowmes in the
West, | would say: Come to Minnesota,
where is grown the best wheat in the Uni-
ted States, Culifornia not excepted; where
vou will be Iree from all the curses
| duged Ly whisky; where you will have an-

caunled school advnntages, where you will
| be within reach of St. Paul, the chief city
of the New Northwest, and, also, of Sioux
City, anotlier excellent market. Thereis

public land for those desiring it, and rails

road lands are cheap Ouly beware of
| transactions with the National Colouny
| Company. It i= an unmitigated bumbag:

but the country is all nght. People here

have the true Yankee grit.  Without any

serions disgdrantages. this conuiry posses-
ses the following favorable poinis A pure
mountain atmosphere, & healthl climate,
a fertile and durable soil, and industricus
and tim perate ‘rt'{‘lllt. HARRISON,

|
e —

Two extengive operators in colton in
Wilmington, N. C. foand trade »o dall

breeches and top~boots, Mr. Janson does boats loaded with newcomers r._-um the | the other day that they accepied a con-
not wear breeches and top=boots.” valleys of the Wabash and Ohio, from the | tract offered them by a neighbgy to easry

“Mr. Yorke said decidedly it was Mr. | banks of the Hudeon and Kennebee, from | a load of eoat from the stdewalk into bis
Janson, and that he was murdered in his | the green hills of Vermont and the ovean  eeilar lorn dollgr.

syt Orpagee Eosppeared e Bow,




